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I did not "chant marvels" to you about Madame de Girardin's book. It is better than what she has so far done; it is not a very remarkable work, but it is literature, and not dogmatic politics.
Mon JDieu ! have I not already written to you that the two somnambulists forbid you to walk? Why, then, do you walk?
Your letter saddens me; it seems cold and indifferent, as if the ice on which thrones rest had invaded you. I like it better when you quarrel with me, find fault with me. If you do not stay long in Vienna, how shall I send you the manuscripts of u Seraphita," and the " Lys dans la Vallee" ? The end of "Seraphita" will not appear in the " Revue de Paris " till the third, or perhaps fourth Sunday in October. If you leave, give me some certain address at Brody; you will there find the precious package.
Mon Dieu ! I need an almost exaggerated tenderness on the part of my friends, for I assure you that a cruel conviction is laying hold of me: I do not hope to bear up under such heavy toil. One may indeed be broken down by violent efforts in art, sciences, and letters, and in this increase of labor which has come upon me, driven as I am by necessity, nothing sustains me. Work, always work; nights of flame succeeding nights of flame, days of meditation to days of meditation, execution to conception, conception to execution. Little money in comparison with what I need, immensity of money in relation to the thingss, all go on between the four walls of that rose-and-white boudoir which you know by its description in the u Fille aux veux d'or."; and that
